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TO 
WILLIAM PULTNEY Eſq, 


\# 
Emote from Liberty and Truth, 1 


Buy Fortune's Crime, my early Youth | 
Drank Error's poiſon'd Springs. 

Taught by dark Creeds and Myſtic Law, 

Wrapt up in reverential Awe, 


I bow'd to Prieſts and Kings. 


£ II. 


| II. 
Boon Reaſon dawn'd, with troubl'd Sight 
I caught the Glimpſe of painful Light, 
Afflicted and afraid. 
Too weak it ſhone to mark my way, 
Enough to tempt my Steps to ſtray 
Along the dubious Shade. 


„ "Bhs 
Reſtleſs I roam'd, when from afar 
Lo HooxrzR ſhines! the friendly Star 
Sends forth a ſteady Ray; 
Thus cheer'd, and eager to purſue, 
I mount, till glorious to my View, 


Lockx ſpreads the Realms of Day. 


IV. 


(7:4 


IV. 
Now warm'd with Noble S1Dxty's Page, 
I pant with all the Patriot's Rage, 
Now wrapt in PLATo's Dream, 
With MoRE and HARRINGTON around 
} tread fair Freedom's magic Ground, 


And trace the flatt'ring Scheme. 


V. 
But ſoon the beauteous Viſion flies; 
And hideous Specters now ariſe, 
Corruption's direful Train : 
The partial Judge perverting Laws, 
The Prieſt forſaking Virtue's Cauſe, 


And Senates Slaves to Gain. 


VI. 


(8) 


Th: 
Vainly the pious Artift's Toil 
Would FEA to Heaven a mortal Pile, - 
On ſome immortal Plan; 
Within a ſure, tho' varying Date, 
Confin'd alas! is ev'ry State 


Of Empire and of Man. 


VIE. 


What tho' the Good, the Brave, the Wiſe 


With adverſe Force undaunted riſe, 
To break th' ! Doom: 
Tho' CAro liy d, tho TuLLy ſpoke, 
Tho u dealt the Godlike Stroke, 
Yet periſh'd fated Rox. 


VIII. 


(9) 


vn. 
To ſwell ſome future Tyrant's Pride, 
Good FLeuRy pours the Golden Tide 
On Gallia's ſmiling Shores; 


Once more her Fields ſhall thirſt in vain 


For wholeſome Streams of honeſt Gain, 


While Rapine waſtes her Stores. 


IX. 
vet glorious is the great Deſign, 
And ſuch, O Pu. Txnzy! ſuch is thine; 
To prop a Nation's Frame. 
If cruſh'd beneath the ſacred Weight, 
The Ruins of a falling State 
Shall tell the Patriot's Name, 


To 


” a Y =. 1 — doll 


T O 


The Author of two Poems, 


One a PASTOR AL, the other a 
SATIRE on PATRIOTS: 


Tx 
Oo UB KC 
Entle, Idle, Trifling Boy! 

| Talk of Pleaſures, talk of Joy; 


Well you paint the Cryſtal Spring, 
Well the flow'ry Meadow ſing. 


But 


(11) 
But beware! with bolder Flight 
Tempt not Heaven's unequal Height! 
But beware! with impious Strain, 
Mock not thus the Patriot Train! 
Sacred, here, O! ever be 


Heaven, and Heaven- born Liberty! 


Let the Slaves of lawleſs Sway, 
Let the ſtupid Flock obey! 
Pent within a narrow Fold, 
Ty'd, and ſtript, and ſlain, and ſold, 
Happier Stars the Brave attend, 
Britons know a nobler End. 
T heirs it is to temper Laws, 
Theirs to watch in F reedoin's Cauſe, 
Theirs one common Good to ſhare, 


| Theirs to feel one common Care; 


8B 2 


In 


( 12 ) 
In the Glorious Taſk combin'd, 
From the Monarch to the Hind. 


Yet, O ceaſe not, gentle Boyl 
Sing of Pleaſures, ſing of Joy! 


Strains like thine make Wiſdom ſmile, 


Such may ſooth the Patriot's Toll. 
Trifles which vain Wits deſpiſe, 
Often pleaſe the truly Wiſe. 


AN 


10 


B AVI US. 


I. 
N STow, the Muſe's happy Theme, 


Let Fancy's Eye enamour'd gaze; 
Where thro' one nobly ſimple Scheme, 
Ten thouſand various Beauties pleaſe; 


Where Patriot- Virtue rears her Shrine, 


Nor Love! ar't thou depriv'd of thine, 


I. 


(14) 


"' 56 'F 2 4 II. 
Mark how from Pops: 8 exhauſtleß Vein, 


Flows the pure Flood of copious Thought, 
Where Nature pours the genial Strain, 
With the fair Springs of Learning fraught; 
The Treaſures of each Clime and Age, 
Grace and enrich his ſacred Page. 


FI | III. 
SO white thro' Britain's Fields her Thames, 
Prolifick rolls his Silver Tide; 


Rich with unnumber'd confluent Streams, 


Swells the majeſtick River's Pride; 


And where his gen'rous Current ſtrays, 


The Wealth of either World conveys. 


(15) 


5: 
Far other, Bavivs, is thy Song; 1 
The ſcanty Rill, devoid of Force, 
With idle Tinklings creeps along, 
A narrow, crooked, dubious Courſe; 


Or big with mixt polluted Floods, 


Tumbles thro' Rocks, and Plains, and Woods. 


V. 
Thus is each diff rent Mind expreſs d: 
A Pop ſhines forth in true Sublime, 
A Stow unfolds a Cos 4 Breaſt, 
A Bav1vus crawls in doggrel Rhime: 
In all their various Works we trace, 


The greatly Virtuous and the Baſe, 


T O 


Earl of CHESTERFIELD, 


A N 
"7 MH 3 
I. 
"TOO anxious for the publick Weal, 
A while ſuſpend the toilſome Strife! 


O think if Britain claims thy Zeal, 
Thy Friends, and Britain claim thy Life! 


It 


(7) 


II. 
Thy gen'rous, free, and active Soul. 
Inſpir'd by Glory's ſacred Flame, 


Springs ardent, to the diſtant Goal, IT | 


And ſtrains the weaker mortal Frame. 


III. 
Happy whom Reaſon deigns to guide, 
Secure within the Golden Mean, 


Who ſhuns the Stoich's ſenſeleſs Pride, 


Nor wallows with the Herd obſcene, 


IV. 
He nor with Brow ſeverely bent, 
Chides Pleaſure's ſmiling Train away; 
Nor careleſs of Life's great Intent, 
With Folly waſtes each heedleſs Day. 


e Y; 
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V. 
But from the Mountain's lofty Height, 
Now Nature's mighty Frame ſurveys; - 
And now deſcending with Delight, 
Along the humble Valley ſtrays. 


VI. 
So have I ſeen Thee gain Applauſe, 
Tho' Faction rag'd, from Britain's Peers; 
Then, Glorious in thy Country's Cauſe, 
Go whiſper Love in CHLOoR“'s Ears. 


TO HIS 
ROYAL HIGHNESS 


ON HIS 


B IRT H-D AY. 


I. 
Itly to hail this happy Day, 
Freedom demands a feſtal Lay, 
And wakes the ſilent String. 


The gen'rous Muſe, untaught to fear, 


@ſpires what Britain's Prince ſhould hear, 
And Britain's Bards ſhould ſing. 
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II. 
Accurs'd the Wretches ever be, 
The Foes to ſacred Liberty, 1 


Who itnpious dare prefurt, 
To ſooth his Ear with ſuch a Strain, 


As better fits the cringing Train, 


The Slaves of France or Rome. 


III. 
Far other ſpeaks | the Voice of Truth; 
Oh! may it warn Thee, Royal Youth ! 
To fly baſe Flattery's Lore. | 
The Syren ſings, who liſten, die, 
Behold yon Wreck with cautious Eye! 
Nor truſt the faithleſs Shore! 


& ifs 


IV. 
And when beneath thy counſeld Reign, 
Britain ſhall plow the ſubject Main, 
Compleat Heaven's great Deſign! 
Reſtrain thy Powers with binding Laws! 
And grateful own the Glorious Cauſe, 
That rais'd thy ſcepter'd Line! 


V. 
So ſhalt thou earn unequaPd Fame, 
From Bleſſings deathleſs as thy Name, 
By lateſt Time enjoy'd. 
While Gifts from Arbitrary Sway, 
Shine the vain Pageants of a Day, 
Neglected and deſtroy'd. 


VI. 


(22) 


VL 
| Thy Throne ſhall thus unſhaken ſtand, 
Its ample Baſe a proſperous Land, 
Thy Strength a Nation's Might. 
And thus thy future Race ſhall be 
Safe in a bleſs'd Neceſlity, 
Guided and rul'd by Right, 


VIE. 
Let Prieſts an hallow'd Bondage preach! 


Let Schoolmen earth-born Godhead teach! 
Let Loyal Madmen rave! 

Wiſe Nature feels, ſhe mocks their Rules, 

And Laws oppreſs', from diff rent Schools, 


Unite the Free and Brave. 


VIII. 


I. 


(23) 


VIII. 


So form'd now ſhines the Patxiot- Band, 


The Guardians of a threaten'd Land, 
Of Britain, and her Crown. 

May ſuch adorn each future Age, 

Equal to ſtem wild Faction's rage, 


Or pull a Tyrant down! 


IX. 
Genius of Freedom, and of Peat! 
Bid Rapine and Contention ceaſe! 
| Protect what you beſtow'd! 


Well may a burden'd Realm complain, 


If reſcu'd from the galling Chain, 


She ſinks beneath her Load. 


AN 


(24) 


| RAPT ina able Cloud the Morn appears, 


And ey'ry Object Sorrow's Livery wears; 


Slow move the leaden Hours, my lab'ring Breaſt 

Struggles beneath a weight of Grief oppreſt; 
The ſwelling Sighs burſt forth, Tears guſhing flow, 
While all within'is Anarchy of Woe. 


The ſprightly Lay, and ſocial Converſe wound 


My tortur'd Ear, with an ungrateful Sound; 


Nor 


(25) | 
Nor chears the Dance my unregarding Eye, 
Flown is its Grace, and wonted Harmony; 
Muſic eſſays inchanting Notes in vain, 
While Sorrows mingle with the ſoothing Strain, 
Sink deeper to the Heart, and melting move 
The kindred Powers of Pity and of Love. 
For ſhe is now no more to whom belong, 
The Dance, the Lay, the Converſe and the Song; 
Where ev'ry Love with every Grace was join'd, 


And ſovereign Reaſon with free Mirth combin'd, 


But lol Death folds her in his icy Arms, 
And clothes in awful Horrors all her Charms; 
O'er the dim Eye eternal Slumbers ſheds, 

The clay-cold Cheek with ghaſtly Pale o'erſpreads, 
Steals from the livid Lip its fragrant Bloom, 


Too early ſunk within a dreary Tomb! 


1 D Ah! 


(26) 


Ah! fruitleſs Love! and will you then purſue 
An Object loſt for ever to my View? 8 
Loſt thou ſhalt never be, Immortal Fair! 

My Mind ſhall {till the Dear Idea bear, 


There ſhalt thou preſent be, there ever live, 
And there the Fulneſs of my Heart receive. 

In melancholy Raptures will I trace 

Thy ev'ry Charm, and each tranſporting Grace; 
My faithful Memory ſhall paſt Days renew, 
Thoſe happy Moments that I paſs d with you; 
80 ſhall each little Circumſtance be there, 

And each Reflection ſhall draw forth a Tear. 


Ah! now may, without Offence, proclaim, 
A faithful, generous, and moſt ſecret Flame, 
Which burn'd like thoſe Sepulchral Lamps, that light 
The ſilent Manſions of eternal Night. 
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TO BE INSCRIBED, 
After Lord COBHA M's Death, 


On a Building in the Gardens of Stow, 
where the Buſts of ENGLISH Wor- 
THIES are placed. 


Mong theſe Chiefs of Britiſp Race, 


Who live in breathing Stone, 
Why has not Coruam's Buſt a Place? 
The Structure was his own. 
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EPISTLES. 


AN 


EPIST L E 


To the RicnT HONOURABLE 


3 


Lord Viſcount CO RNB URL. 


HILE You, my Lord, amidſt a choſen Pew, 
With ger'rous Warmth your Country's Good 
purſue; 


While to that Centre all your Wiſbes tend; 


Forgive th' officious Fondneſs of a Friend. 


Others like you an hallow'd Spark inſpir'd, 
Whom ſoon the Blaze of ſelfiſh Paſſion fir'd; 


Soon 
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Soon ruder Flames extinguiſh'd Reaſon's Light, 
While Prejudices foul'd their jaundic'd Sight. 


Such thro' falſe Optics every Object prove, 


And try the Good and Bad, by Hate and Love; 


With all he wants, the favour'd Man ſupply, 
And, to the hated, all he has deny: 
To Pollio Strength, and Grace, and F ire, and Weight, 


To Varrus Parts to ſerve or ſink a State. 


Hence, various Judgments form the byas'd Throng, 


Only alike in this, They all are wrong. 


Would you, my Friend, not mix the purer Flame, 
Nor loſe the Patriot in the baſeſt Name, 
Nor factious Rage miſtake for public Zeal, 
Nor partial Int'reſt for the gen'ral Weal; 
Let calmer Reaſon uncontroul'd preſide, 


And rig'rous Juſtice ey'ry Action guide, 
Her 


L 
L 
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( 33 ) 

Her Rules are plain, and eaſy is her Way ! 
And yet how hard to find if once you ſtray ! 
If once you careleſs leave the ſacred Grou nd, 
Dark Error ſpreads its mazy Circle round : 
Loſt and confounded, you ſhall blindly rove, 
Still more bewilder'd ev'ry Step you move ; 
Horror and conſcious Guilt ſhall onward goad, 
While Habit blunts the Thorns, and ſmooths the 

Road. 


"Tis not enou gh you ſcorn a private Claim, 
And to your Country's Good direct your Aim; 
Wrong ſtill is Vrong, however great the End; 
Tho' all the Realm were Brother, Father, Friend: 
Juſtice regards not theſe---Where Right prevails, 
A Nation's not an Atom in her Scales. 


Act not for Britain, what you would deſpiſe, 


Tho' Britain's Scepter were the tempting Prize. 


E He 


* 


( 34 ) 


He only never errs, whoſe Deeds are juſt ; 
To this one Rule you may ſecurely truſt ; 
Others may fail: If falſely underſtood, 

How fatal is the Thirſt of public Good! 


No heavier Curſe Almighty Vengeance brings, 


Nor Plagues, nor Famine, nor the Luſt of Kings. 


Fir'd by this Rage the frantick Sons of Rome, 


The ſuff ring World to Death and Bondage doom: 


Nations muſt fink, to raiſe her motley Frame; 
And Millions bleed, to eternize her Name! 
But, lo! her Glories fade ! her Empire's paſt ! 
She madly conquers, but to fall the laſt! 


Nor would I here, with narrow Views, reprove, 


Or damp the ſacred Flame of Social Love: 
That ſaving Portion of th' Eternal Ray, 


Sublimes our Souls, and animates our Clay ; 
Above 


* 
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Above low Self exalts our nobler Frame, 

And emulates that Heav'n, from whence it came. 
O would it never be confin'd to Place ; 

But beam, extenſive, as the Human Race; 

Be, as it was deſign'd the World's great Soul, 
Connect its Parts and actuate the Whole. 

So each ſhould think himſelf a Part alone, 

And, for a Nation's Welfare, ſtake his own 
et farther ſtill tho! deareſt to the Breaſt, 

| That Nation think but part of all the reſt! 


For This, let equal Juſtice rule the Ball! 
Her common Tie unites us all to all ; 
Of Manners, Worſhip, Form, no Diff 'rence knows, 
Condemns our Friends and ſaves our better Foes. 
Purſue the Heavenly Guide! nor need you fear 
Your Country ſuffers, while you follow her : 


E 2 .- 


(36) 


All Ages this important Truth atteſt 
The State, that juſtly acts, is ſurely bleſt, 
Guilt toils for Gain, at Honour's vaſt Expence ; 
Heav'n throws the Trifle in to Innocence ; 
And fixes Happineſs in Hell's Deſpite, 
The neceſſary Conſequence of Right. 
Tho' Crimes ſhall make ſome ſingle Villains Great; 
Nor may ſlow Vengeance reach their deſtin'd Date; 
A Nation cannot ſcape: The threaten'd Rage 
Purſues her ceaſeleſs to ſome future Age; 
In the heap'd Maſs of lawleſs Rapine weighs, 
Or with the Canker foul Corruption preys. 


The Juſt are Heav'ns, and Earth's for Heav 
ordain'd ; 
Form'd by its Laws, and by its Laws maintain'd : 
Theſe one true Int'reſt, one great Syſtem frame; 
Political and Moral are the fame. 


Le 


te; 


(3) 


Let ſubtle Guilt to Cunning lay Pretence ; 
The Man of Virtue is the Man of Senſe. 
Proceed, ye Dei/ts ! blindfold Rage employ, 
And prove the ſacred Truths ye would deſtroy ; 
Prove Chriſtian Faith the wiſeſt Rule to bind, 
In Chains of cordial Love our jarring Kind ; 
And thence conclude it human, if you can, 
The perfect Produce of imperfect Man! 

While we pronounce, the Author is Divine, 
Whoſe ſimple Scheme can anſwer each Deſign ; 
Make ſocial Earth a Type of Heaven appear, 
Where Juſtice taſtes thoſe Joys, that wait her there. 


But tho' ſelf Int'reſt Virtue ſtill attend ; 
Yet ne'er regard it as thy Rule or End: 
Falſe Forms of Good may imitate the True ; 


And erring Steps the faithleſs Lights purſue. 
Older than Years, e're Int'reſt had a Name, 
Juſtice exiſted, and is ſtill the fame ; 


In 


(638) 
In all his Works the great Creator's Guide; 
The Law by which he form'd, by which he ty'd ; 
By Reaſon's Light, not doubtful Words, exprelt ; 


Stamp'd with his Image in the Creature's Breaſt. 


Before Creation was, th' Almighty Mind, 
From long Eternity, the World deſign'd; 
Did the great Syſtem in its Parts ſurvey, 
And fit the Springs and regulate their Play ; 
In meet Gradations plan th' harmonious Round, 
Thoſe Links by which depending Parts are bound : 
All theſe he knew, 'ere yet the Things he made, 
In Types, which well the mimic World diſplay'd ; 
The Types are real, ſince from them he drew 
The real Forms of whatſoe'er we view. 
Made to their Semblance Heav'n and Earth exiſt ; 
But they unmade eternally ſubſiſt; 
For if created, we mult ſure ſuppoſe 


Some orher Types, whence their Reſemblance flows; 
While 


(39) 


While theſe on others equally depend, | 

Nor ever can the long Progreſſion end. 

God, e're it was, the future Being faw, 

Or blindfold made his World, and gave his Law. 
But Chance could never frame the vaſt Deſign, 
Where countleſs Parts in juſteſt Order join. 


The Types eternal all Proportion teach, 
Greater or leſs, more or leſs perfect each; 


Theſe ever preſent Pow'r omniſcient ſees, 


On them he forms his ever made Decrees. 
Nor can he better love what merits leaſt, 
Man than an Angel, or than Man à Beaſt. 
Hence Reaſon, hence immortal Order ſprings : 5 | 
Knowledge and Love, that juſtly ſuit the Things. 
And thence th' unerring Rule of Juſtice flows, 


— 


To act as Order prompts, and Reaſon ſhows. 


When 


2 


(49) 


When Man in Nature's Purity remain d, 
By Pain untroubled, and by Sin unſtain'd, 
Fair Image of the God; and cloſely join'd 
By Inmate Union to the heav'nly Mind; 

In the pure Splendor of ſubſtantial Light, 
The Beam divine of Reaſon bleſs'd his Sight; 
Seraphic Order in its Fount he view'd ; 

Seeing he lov'd ; and loving he purſu'd : 

Nor dar'd the Body, paſſive Slave, controul 
The ſov'reign Mandates of the ruling Soul. 


But ſoon by Sin the ſacred Union broke, 
Man bows to Earth beneath the heavy Yoke ; 
The darkling Soul ſcarce feels a glimm'ring Ray; 
Shut in groſs Senſe from out immortal Day, 
Now righteous Vengeance injur'd Order arms, 


And wraps in Terrors its celeſtial Charms. 


Material 


(41) 
Material Objects Heav'n-born Souls poſſeſs 3 
Paſſions enſlave, and ſervile Cares oppreſs: 
Fraud, Rapine, Murder, Guilt's long direful Train, 
Diſtracted Nature's Anarchy maintain. 
No more pure Reaſon earthly Minds can move ; 
No more can Order's Charms perſuaſive prove : 
But as the Moon, reflecting borrow'd Day, 
Sheds on our ſhadow'd World a feeble Ray; 
Some ſcatter'd Beams of Reaſon Law contains : 
While Order's Rule muſt be inforc'd by Pains : 
Hence binding Statutes, Tortures hence are giv'n, 


And Kings, the neceſſary Curſe of Heav'n. 


Thus we the Force of human Prudence try, 
And ill, alaſs! the heavenly Rule ſupply ; 
As well might Med'cine boaſt with healing Art, 
To mend the tainted Lungs, or waſting Heart ; 
Bid the looſe Springs with wonted Vigour play, 


And ſprightly Juices warm in cold Decay. 
1 F Blind 


( 42) 


Blind by our Fears, we meet the Ills we fly, 
In Rule Oppreſſion, Want in Property. 


Tho' Nature had not form'd the ſubject Ball 
For Man alone, a Being rais'd o'er all ; 
Yet ſome things were for human Uſe deſign'd; 
And theſe in common dealt to human Kind. 
Still to our Wants is giv'n a Pow'r to uſe, 
What Heav'n to our Perfections might refuſe. 
This, faithful Inſtict in each Breaſt implants; 
All know their Rights, for all muſt feel their Wants. 
But now began the Rage of wild Deſire 
To thirſt for more than Uſe could e'er require; 
One on another prey'd : thence Jars aroſe, 
Till juſt Partitions could their Heats compoſe. 
And now ſome Sages, high by others deem'd, 


For Virtue honour'd, and for Parts eſteem'd; 


Impow'r'd 


( 43 ) 
Impow'r'd by all, impartially preſide, 
Determine Bounds, when dubious Claims are try'd: 


Direct with prudent Rules th'aflenting Throng ; 
And mark the Right diſtinctly from the Wrong. 


The ſimple Precepts ſubtle Wiles evade, 
And Statutes, as our Crimes increas'd, are made : 
Theſe were at firſt unwritten, plain and few ; 
Till ſwell'd by Time the Law's vaſt Volume grew: 
And Sages then, however wiſe and juſt, 
Were found unequal to th' unweildy Truft : 
Others o'er them were plac'd, ſtill more o'er theſe; 
Thus Government grew up by flow Degrees: 
Higher the Pile aroſe, and ſtill more high, 
When, lo! the Summit ends in Monarchy. 
There plac'd, a Man in gorgeous Pomp appears, 
And far o'er Earth his tow'ring Aſpect rears ; 
While proſtrate Crowds his ſacred Smiles unplore, 


And what their Crimes had form'd their Fears adore. 
F 2 Lo 
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Low from beneath they lift their ſervile Eyes ; 

And ſee the proud Coloſſus touch the Skies. 

At ſome high Mountain's Foot when Children gaze, 

They think the Top their Heads to Heav'n wou'd 
raiſe ; 

But when they mount, their Wonder ſtill is more, 

That the blue Arch ſeems diſtant as before. 

So views the Crowd a Throne; but thoſe who riſe, 

Can claim no nearer Kindred to the Skies : 

Earth is their Parent; thither K:ngs ſhould bend; 


From her they riſe, and not from Heav'n deſcend. 


Ye mortal Gods! how vainly are ye proud 
Of Things, which make ye Stewards to the Croud! 
When wide your Sway, when large your treaſur'd 
Store, 
They but increaſe your Servitude the more : 


A Part is only yours, the reſt is theirs; 


And nothing all your own, except your Cares. 
Shall 


(45 ) 


Shall Man, by Nature free, by Nature made 

To ſhare the Feaſt her bounteous Hand diſplay'd, 

Transfer theſe Rights? As well he may diſpenſe 
With thoſe he boaſts to Reaſon and to Senſe : 

| While, like blind Indians, Monarchs would enjoy 
The native Gifts of Wretches they deſtroy. 

Take the ſtarv'd Peaſant's Taſte, devouring Lord] 

E're you deprive him of the genial Board ; 

And if you would his Liberty controul, 

Firſt curb the various Actings of his Soul. 


But yet admit the Sire his Right foregoes; 
Can he his Children's ſep'rate Claim diſpole ? 


No, tho' he ſhould reſume whatce'er he gave, 
He cannot take what they from Nature have ; 
And, ſpite of Man's Conſent, or Man's Decree, 
All have a Right to live, and to be free. 


Bow ! Filmer, bow to Hell's tremendous Throne, 


And bid thy fellow Damn'd ſuppreſs each Groan : 
There 


( 46) 


There fits a King, whom Pow'r Divine has giv'n, 


Nor Earth boaſts one, fo ſurely fer:: from Heaven, 
And thou bleſt Martyr in fair Freedom's Cauſe, 
Thou great Aſſerter of thy Country's Laws; 
Vainly Oppreſſion ſtopp'd thy potent Breath, 
Truth's ſtrongeſt Proof was thy unrighteous Death; 
Example mov'd whom Precept could not fave, 


And lifted Axes wak'd each drowſy Slave. 


Yet Magiſtrates muſt rule; they're uſeful Things; 
'Our Guilt the Vengeance, and th'Avenger brings. 


Such now is Man deprav'd, that Fear muſt ſway 
To tread thoſe Paths, where Duty points the Way; 
The Wretch muſt ſuffer, to forewarn the re/t ; 

And Some muſt fall, to ſtop the ſpreading Peſt 2 
Hence Publick Pains. What to the Crime is due, 
O judge Supreme! muſt be reſerv'd to You. 


Alone 


(47) 


Alone the gen ral Welfare can demand 
The bleeding Victim from th'unwilling Hand. 


This well 2 knew, O* York! whoſe righteous 


Seat, 
Gave to the Tundcent a ſure Retreat : 
Severely juſt, and piouſly humane, 
The Crime you puniſh, while you ſhare the Pain 
Tear:, with the dreadful Words of Sentence flow, 
Nor can the rigid Judge the Man forego. 


Far other He, with gloomy Joy elate, 
| Whoſe baleful Breath ſwells with the Doom of Fate; 
Who on th” imploring Face, malignant, ſmiles, 


And ſentenc'd Wretches wantonly reviles. 


EY * — — —— 
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A * Lord Hardwick. 
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( 43 ) 


Tho', for Convenience fram'd, the Law ſhould 


ſhine, 


Pure Emanation from the Source Divine ! 


Such as can pierce the Gloom of Pagan Night, 
And untaught Savages in Woods inlight ; 

Such as, on Scaffolds, can the Guiltleſs ſave, 

And torture on his Throne, the Scepter'd Slave; 
Such as th'oftending Wretch; reluctant owns, 

And hails its Beauty with his dying, Groans. 

In fuch fair Laws, the Will of Heav'n impreſt, 
Shines to all Eyes, and rules the conſcious Breaſt: 
Tho Tortures ſleep, tho Night's thick mantling Veil, 
From mortal Ken the ſecret Deed -conceal ; 

Reaſon and Conſcience (hall awake within, 

And light the Shade, and loud proclaim the Sin. 
But Laws, which ſpring from the polluted Sourec 
Of Human Paſſion, urg'd by ſavage Force, 
Whate er 


1.46 ) 
Whate'er their Pow'r, Whate'er their Influence be, 
Can never bind the Man, by Nature free; 
Man, by no Rule, by no one Pow'r confin'd, 
Save where juſt Order, and fair Reaſon's join'd. 
Tho' ſwaying Might conſtrain the mortal Frame, 
The free-born Soul aſſerts her native Claim; 
Nor can confound, to pleaſe a Tyrant's Luſt, - 
Th'eternal Barriers, fixt, of Wrong and Juſt. 
Let proud Oppreſſion boaſt her ſovereign Court 
Heaven's great Tribunal is the laſt Refortz; 
There ſuffering Inocence finds quick Redreſs, 
And Juſtice damns who legally oppreſs. 


«« But ſhould the univerſal Voice agree, 
Jo hail an Act of legal Tyranny ? 
Firſt let its Breath diveſt the Day of Light, 
To blazon forth the dusky Face of Night ; 
Then may it well ſubvert what was deſign'd, 


Decreed and will'd by the all-ſwaying Mind; 
G Tat 


(50 ) 


That Source from which all lawful Rule muſt ſpring, 
And diff rent from the Robber, marks the King., 
Yet vainly hence, wou'd Kingly Pride conclude, 
That Force ſhoul'd ſway the erring Multitude. 
No Good can ſanctify compulſive Chains, 

While the great End is loſt in guilty Means. 
Heaven gives to All a Liberty of Choice, 

A People's Good requires a People's Voice; 
Opinion's ſureſt Guide to Truth and Right, 
Where Nature ſhines in Reaſon's honeſt Light ; 
Where diff rent Views in the fame Point agree, 


From private Hate, and private Int'reſt free, 


The Prince who dares pervert imperial Sway, 
'Tho' trembling Slaves implicitly obeyʒ 
Tho' by a long. Deſcent his ſcepter'd Line, 
From the firſt Sire deduce his Right Divine; 
As Nature's Rebel, forfeits ev'ry Claim, 


And loads the Tyr ant with th' nun,, ; 
| Wil 


(51) 
While with each lawleſs Act of high Command, 
He ſtands proſcrib'd by his own guilty Hand. wil 


What then were you, O * Charles] whoſe Sires 
by Choice 5 

Were rais'd ; the Monarchs of a People's Voice? 

Their Gift your Sceptre ; and their Good alone, 

The mighty Baſis, that ſuſtain'd your Throne! 

No longer could your Right to Rule extend, 

Than while your duteous Care preſery'd the End. 

Yet you with Bribes a venal Herd imploy'd, 

And ſtripp'd Caſtile with her own Wealth deſtroy'd; 

While the fell Hand of Luxury implants, 

The real Poorneſs of phantaſtick Wants. 

Strong with a guilty Few, intrench'd in Laws 


Made to ſecure fair Freedom's glorious Cauſe, 


——_— ww oe tit 
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* Charles V. Emperor and King of Spain. 
You 


(5a) 

You to baſe Ends the ſacred Means apply d, 

8 And Freedom with the Bands of Fuftice ty'd. 
Should bleeding Spain her Spoiler's Pow'r endure, 

_ Becauſe black Fraud and Treachery ſecure 

Shou'd you deſtroy her, while your Reign prepares. 
Her Children's Plunder for your future Heirs ; 
And both the moſt accurſt of Mortals leaves, 
Your own all Tyrants, and her Race all Slaves? 
Vainly in Shades loſt Quiet wou'd you find, 
And. caſt the Load of Government behind; 


Your former Crimes the Solitude invade; 
Your {elf the laſt, the loweſt Slave you made. 


Now ſpoil'd 152ria ! Rapine holds the Reins, 
And loads thy groaning Sons with galling Chains 
Such were the Steps by which tyrannic Might, 
Roſe from the Gloom of Guilt's tremendous Night ; 
Stalk'd waſteful on, and ſhook the flaming Rod, 


While dire Deſtruction mark'd where'er it trod; 


While 


(53) - 
While trampled Liberty i in vain imptor'd, 
And grov'ling Slaves the Royal Fiend ador'd. 


This now thy State f ah! how unlike thoſe Reigns, 
When genial Freedom brooded o'cr thy Plains? 
The Rich in Peace their plenteous Stores enjoy'd, 
By Cares unvex'd, by Luxury uncloy d. 

Hope chear d the Poor with Promiſes of Gain, 
And paid, with future Joys, their preſent Pain ; 
Shew'd the full Bowl amid their ſultry Toil, 
While thoſe, who prun'd the Olive, drank the Oil; 
By Night of all the Fruits of Day poſſeſt, 

Labour weigh'd down the Eye, and ſweeten'd Reſt. 
Such was thy State, when bleſs'd with Feedom's Smiles; 
And ſuch is now the State of Britain's Iſles. 

Long may the Treaſure to her Sons deſcend ! 
What Virtue gain'd, may Firtue ſtill defend ! 


O gloriou Spirit ! never may you ceaſe, 


But, as you blaz'd in War, ſhine forth in Peace! 
Daunt- 


(54) 

Dauntleſs, with all the Force of Truth engage 
The headlong Tide of each corrupted Age 
Tho! not a Foe appears, be till prepar'd ; 
And tho' no Danger threatens, keep your Guard, 
Should you once drop, and cloſe your watchful 

Eyes, 
Never again ſhall you attempt to riſe; 
Corruption ſhall a deadly Spell diſpenſe, 


Unnerve your Pow'rs, and ſtupify your Senſe ; 
So ſhall you lie in Golden Fetters bound, 
Till ruder Chains ſhall fix you to the Ground. 


Wake then, and eaſe the Weight of Britain's 


Throne ; 


Nor let our mighty Mo N ARO wake alone. 


While Greece and Rome record an hoary Train, 


Who dar'd the Cauſe of Liberty maintain; 


The 


LC 


655) 
The Britiſb Senate boaſts a youthful Band. 
Form'd for th' exalted Task by Nature's Hand: 
She gave their Souls with early Charms to ſhine, 
And Love of Arts, theſe Beauties to refine ; 
She gave thoſe Thoughts, which ſhe alone inſpires, 


And deck'd them out in all that Care acquires; - 


Wiſdom, unclogg'd by Years, by Pain unbought ; 

A Zeal by Vigour kindled, rul'd by Thought. 

Such Gifts ſhe to her favour'd Sons imparts, 

To judging Heads, and to determin'd Hearts; 

To Heads unfir'd by Youth's tumultuous Rage, 

To Hearts unnumb'd by the chill Ice of Age 

Yet, while they both preſerve a ſep rate Claim, 

Their Paſſions reaſon, and their Reaſons flame. 
Proceed brave Youths ! while others court 

Renown, 
In hoſtile Fields, be your's the Olive Crown 
For 


{ 56) 
For truſt, te Fade, thoſe Heroes brighter ſhone, - 
Who /av'd a Nation, than whi> Nations won. 


Such be your Guides, whoſe great Examples 
prove, = 
That Juſtice fans the Flame of Social Love. 


AN 
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EPITO TELE 
To the RiouT HoxoURABLE 


T HE 


EARL of CHESTERFIELD. 


HRO' the wild Maze of Life's {till varying 4 
Plan, 

Bliſs is alone th' important Task of Man. 

All elſe is trifling, whether grave or gay, 

A NEwTox's Labours, or an Infant's Play; 

Whether This vainly waſtes th' unheeded Sun, 

Or Thoſe more vainly mark the Courſe it run; 

H For 


(58) 


For of the two, ſure ſmaller is the Fault, 


To err unthinking, than to err with Thought ; 
But if, like them, we ſtill muſt Trifles uſe, 
Harmleſs at leaſt, like theirs, be thoſe we chuſe. 
Enough it is that Reaſon blames the Choice, 
Join not to her's, the Wretch's plaintive Voice; 


Be Folly free from Guilt ; let Foplings play, 


Or write, or talk, or dreſs, or die away. 


Let Thoſe, if ſuch there be, whoſe Giant-Mind 


Superior tow'rs above their Pygmy Kind, 


Unaided and alone, the Realms explore, 


Where Hail and Snow renew their treaſur'd StoreF. 
Lo! Heav'n ſpreads all its Stars; let them explain, 
What balanc'd Pow'rs the rolling Orbs ſuſtain ; 


Nor in more humble Scales, pernicious weigh 


222 — 


Senſe, Juſtice, Truth againſt ſeducing Pay; 


bh A 


* ob. Chap xxxviii, 
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An 


So 


(59) 


So diſtant Regions ſhall employ their Thought, 
And ſpotleſs Senates here remain unbought. 


Well had great * Charles, by early Want inſpir'd, 
With warring Puppets, guiltleſs Praiſe acquir'd ; 
So mimick Fights would have that Flame engag'd, 
Which, fann'd by Pow'r, o'er waſted Nations rag'd. 


Curſt be the Wretch, ſhould all the Mouths of 
Fame | 
Wide o'er the World his deathleſs Deeds proclaim, 
Who like a baneful Comet ſpreads his Blaze, 
While trembling Crowds in ſtupid Wonder gaze ; 
Whoſe potent Talents ſerve his lawleſs Will, 
Which turns each Virtue to a publick Ill, 


pI 
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+ Charles V. Emperor of Germany, who in his Retirement amus'd 
himſelf with Puppets, See Strado de Bello Belgica, 


H 3 With 


( 
With direful Rage perverted Might employs, 
And Heav'ns great Ends with Heav'n's beſt Gifts 
deſtroys. | 

The Praiſe of Power is his, whoſe Hand ſupplies, 
Fire to the Bold and Prudence to the Wile ; * 
While Man this only real Merit knows, 
Fitly to uſe the Gifts that Heaven beſtows, 
If ſavage Valour be his vaunted Fame, 
The Mountain-Lyon ſhall diſpute his Claim; 
Or, if politick Wiles can gain Applauſe, 
Thro' ſlighted Vows, and violated Laws ; 
The ſubtle Plotter's Title ſtands confeſt, 
Whoſe Dagger gores the truſting Tyrant's Breaſt. 
And ſure a Villain leſs deſerves his Fate, | 
Who ſtabs one Wretch, than he who ſtabs a State. 
Now, mighty Hero! boaſt thy dear Delights, 
The Price of toilſome Days and ſleepleſs Nights, 

| Speak, 


ts 
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Speak, canſt thou aught in Purple Grandeur find, 
Sweet as the Slumbers of the cottag'd Hind. 


Better are ye, the Youthful and the Gay, 
Who jocund rove thro' Pleaſure's flow'ry Way! 
Yet ſeek not there for Bliſs! Your Toil were vain, 
(And diſappointed Toil is double Pain) 
Tho' from the living Fount your Nectar-Bowls, 


Pour the ſoft Balm upon your thirſty Souls; 


Tho pure the Spring, tho' every Draught ſincere, 
By Pain unbitter'd, and unpalld by Fear; 
Tho all were full as high as Thought can ſoar, 


Till Fancy fires, and Wiſhes crave no more : 

Let lovely Woman artleſs Charms diſplay, 

Where Truth and Goodneſs brighten Beauty's Ray ; 
Let heav'nly Melody luxuriant float 

In ſwelling Sounds, and breathe the melting Note ; 
Let gen'rous Wines enliv'ning Thoughts infpire, 


While ſocial Converſe ſooths the genial Fire: a 
| I 
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If aught can yet more potent Charms diſpenſe, 
Some ſtronger Rapture, ſome ſublimer Senſe; 

Be they enjoy'd ! - Then from the Croud ariſe 
Some Chief, in Life's full Pride maturely wile ; 
Ev'n You, My Lord, with Titles, Honours grac'd, 
And higher ſtill by native Merit plac'd ; 

By ſtinted Talents to no Sphere confin'd, 

Free ranging every Province of the Mind ; 
Equally fit, a Nation's Weight to bear, 

Or ſhine in Circles of the Young and Fair; 

In grave Debates inſtructed Senates move, 

Or melt the glowing Dame to mutual Love ; 

To crown all theſe, let conſcious Worth infuſe 
Sweet Eaſe, and ſmiling Mirth th' inſpiring Muſe : 
Then anſwer, thus of ev'ry Gift poſſeſt, 

Say, from thy Soul, art thou fincerely bleſt ! 

To various Objects wherefore do'ſt thou range? 


Pleaſure muſt ceaſe, ere Man can wiſh to change. 
Haſt 


(63) 
Haſt thou not quitted FLAccus' ſacred Lay, 
To talk with Bav1vs, or with FLavia play; 
When waſted Nature ſhuns the large Expence 
Of deep Attention to exalted Senſe ? 
Precarious Bliſs! which ſoon, which oft muſt cloy, 


And which how few, like STANMOPE, can enjoy 


Say, is there aught, on which, completely bleſt, 
Fearleſs and full the raptur'd Mind may reſt ? 


Is there aught conſtant ? Or, if yet there be, 
Can varying Man be pleas'd with Conſtancy ? 
Mark out what Senſe the Bleſſing muſt employ ! 
The Senſes change, and loath accuſtom'd Joy : 
Eden in vain immortal Sweets diſplays, 


If the Taſte ſickens, or our Frame decays. 


Life's deſtin'd Courſe contracted Limits bound; 
Yet more confin'd is Pleaſure's faithleſs Round : 


Fair 


( 64 ) 

Fair op'ning to the Sight, when firſt we run, 
But, ah! how alter'd, when again begun 
When tir'd we view the ſame known Proſpects o'er, 
And, lagging, tread the Steps we trod before. 
Now clogg'd with Spleen, Time's lazy Current flows, 
Thro' Doubts, and Fears, and ſelf-augmenting 

Woes : 
Till fated, loathing, hopeleſs here of Bliſs, 
Some plunge to ſeek it into Death's Abyſs. 


Of all ſuperfluous Wealth's unnumber'd Stings. 
The ſharpeſt is that Knowledge which it brings; 
Enjoyment, purchas'd, makes its Object known, 
And then, alas! each ſoft Illuſion's flown : 

Love's promis'd Sweet, Ambition's lofty Scheme, 


The Painter's Image, and the Poet's Theme. 


Theſe, 


(65) 


Theſe, in fair PerſpeQtive exalted high, 
Attract with ſeeming Charms the diſtant Eye; 
But when by envious Fortune plac'd to near, 
Miſ-ſhapen Forms, and groſſer Tints appear: 
Where lovely VrNus led her beauteous Train, 
Some Fiend gigantic holds her monſtrous Reign ; 
Crowns, Scepters, Laurels are confus'dly ſtrow'd, 


A wild, deform'd, unmeaning, heavy Load. 


Some Pleaſures here with ſparing Hand are giv'n, 
That Sons of Earth ſhould taſte their promis'd 
Heav'n : 
But what was meant to urge us to the Chace, 
Now ſtops, or ſideway turns our devious Race: 
Tho” ſtill to make the deſtin'd Courſe more plain, 
Thick are our erring Paths beſet with Pain ; 


(66). 


Nor has one Object equal Charms to prove 
The ſitting Centre of our reſtleſs Love. 

And when the great Creator's Will had join'd, 
Unequal Pair ! the Body and the Mind, | 
Leſt the proud Spirit ſhould neglect her Clay, 
He bad corporeal Objects Thought convey ; 
Each ſtrong Senſation to the Soul impart, ' 
Ecſtatic Tranſport, or afflicting Smart: 

By that intic'd, the Uſeful ſhe enjoys 3 

By this deter'd, ſhe flies whate'er deſtroys : 
Hence from the Dagger's Point ſharp Anguiſh flows, 
And the ſoft Couch is fpread with ſweet Repoſe. 


In ſome Things fails, tho' gen'ral, this Deſign, 
For ſome Exceptions cv'ry Rule confine : 
Yet few were they, while Nature's genuine Store 


Supply'd our Wants, nor Man yet ſought for mare ; 


E're 
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E're diff rent Mixtures left no Form the ſame, 
And vicious Habits chang d our ſickly Frame: 
Now ſubtle Art may gild the venom'd Pill, 
And bait with ſoothing Sweets deſtructive Ill. 


To narrow Self Heay'n's Impulſe unconfin'd 
Diffuſive reigns, and takes in all our Kind; 
The Smile of Joy reflected Joy imparts ; 
The Wretch's Groans pierce ſympathizing Hearts. 


Yet not alike are all conjoin'd to all, 

Nor croud with rival Heat to Nature's Call : 

By vary'd Inſtin& diff 'rent Ties are known, 
While Love ſuperior points to Each his own : 
Thoſe next the Reach of our affiſting Hands, 

And thoſe, to whom we're link'd by kindred Bands; 
Thoſe who moſt want and beſt deſerve our Care, 
In warmer Streams the ſacred Influence ſhare : 
Ambroſial Sweets her Infant's Lip diſtills, 

While thro the Mother's Heart ſoft Rapture thrills, 


( 68 ) 
The ſocial Fires Friend, Servant, Neighbour claim, 
Which blaze collected in the Patriot's Flame: 


Hence Britain throbs ſuperior in thy Soul, 
Nor idly waK'ſt thou for the diſtant Pole. 


Yet farther {till the ſaving Inſtinct moves 
And to the Future wide extends our Loves; 
Glows in our Boſoms for an unborn Race, 
And warns us mutual to the kind Embrace: 
For this, to Man was giv'n the graceful Air; 


For this, was Woman form'd divinely fair. 


But now to Pleaſure ſenſual Views confin'd, 
Reach not the Uſe, for which it was defign'd : 
To this one Point our Hopes, our Wiſhes tend, 
And thus miſtake the Motive for the End : 
Whate'er Senſations from Enjoyments flow, 
Our erring Thoughts to Matters Force would owe; 
To 


(&) 
To that aſcribe our Pleaſures, and our Pains, 
And blindly for the Cauſe miſtake the Means : 
In od'rous Meads the vernal Gale we praiſe, 
Or dread the Storm, that plows the wintry Seas; 
While he's unheeded, who alone can move, 
Claims all our Fears, and merits all our Love ; 


Alone to Souls can Senſe and Thought convey, 
Thro' the dark Manſions of ſurrounding Clay, 


Man, Part from Heav'n, and Part from hum- 
ble Earth, 

A motley Subſtance, takes his various Birth ; 
To both conjoin'd, he hangs in diff rent Chains, 
Whoſe pliant Links ſtill lengthen, as he ſtrains. 
If, bravely conſcious of her native Fires, 
To the bold Height his nobler Frame aſpires ; 
Near as ſhe ſoars to join the approaching Skies, 
This Earth till leſſens to her diſtant Eyes. 
| But, 


(79) 
But, if o'erpois'd ſhe ſinks, her downward Courſe 


Each Moment weighs, with ſtill-augmenting Force ; 
Low, and more low, the burden'd Spirit bends, 
While weaker ſtill each heav'nly Link extends; 
Till proſtrate, grov'ling, fetter'd to the Ground, 
She lies in Matter's Heap o'erwhelm'd and bound. 
Wrapt in the Toils of Sin, juſt Heav'n employs 
What caus'd her Guilt, to blaſt her lawleſs Joys : 
Love, mighty Guardian of our length'ning Race, 
Unnerves the feeble Letcher's cold Embrace ; 

And Appetite, by Nature giv'n to ſave, 

Sinks the gorg'd Glutton in his early Grave. 


What ſends yon Fleet o'er boiſt'rous Seas to roll, 


Beneath the burning Line, and frozen Pole? 
Why ravage Men the Hills, the Plains, the Woods ? 
Why ſpoil all Nature, Earth, and Air, and Floods ? 


Seek 


(71) 
Seek they ſome Prize to help a ſinking State ? 
No! -- This muſt all be done, e're * BERNARD eat. 
Tell it ſome untaught Savage: With Surprize 
He'll ask, © How vaſt muſt be that Giant's Size /! 
« How great his Po- r, who Thouſandscan employ 
Ho great his Force, who Millions can deſtroy !” 
But if our Savage would, more curious, know, 
What potent Virtues from ſuch Viands flow, 
What bleſt Effedts they cauſe - - - haſte, call in 

SLOANE, 


Let him explain the Colic, Gout, and Stone. 


Pleaſure's for U/e : It differs in Degree, 
Proportion'd to the Thing's Neceſſity; 
Hence various Objects. variouſly excite, 
And diff rent is the Date of each Delight: 


* A Frenchman render'd famous by a moſt extravagant Expence in 
eating... Happy it is for this Iſland, that it cannot furniſh one Ex- 
ample of ſuch inordinate Profuſion. | 


But 
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But when th allotted End we once attain, 
Each Step, beyond it, is a Step to Pain. 
Nor let us murmur: Has not Earth a Store 


For ev'ry Want? It was not meant for more. 


Bleſt is the Man, as far as Earth can ble, 
Whoſe: meaſur'd Paſſions reach no wild Exceſs ; ' 
Who, urg'd by Nature's Voice, her Gifts enjoys, 
Nor other Means, than Nature's Force, employs : 
While warm with Youth the ſprightly Current flows, 
Each vivid Senſe with vig' rous Rapture glows; ' 
And when he droops beneath the Hand of Age, 
No vicious Habit ſtings with fruitleſs Rage; 
Gradual, his Strength, and gay Senſations ceaſe, 
While Joys tumultuous ſink in ſilent Peace. 


Far other is his Lot, who, not content 
With what the bounteous Care of Nature meant, 
| With 


(.73 ) 
With labour'd Skill would all her Joys dilate, 
Sublime their Senſe, and lengthen out their Date; 
Add, blend, compoſe, each yarious Mixture try, 
And wind up Appetite to Luxury. 
Thus guilty Art unknown Deſires implants, 
And viler Arts muſt ſatisfy their Wants; 
When, to Corruption by himſelf. betray d, 
Gold binds the Slave, that Luxury has made. 


The Hand, that form'd us, muſt ſome Uſe intend, 
It gives us Pow'rs proportion'd to that End; 
And Happineſs may juſtly be defin'd, 


A full Attainment of the End deſign d: 


Virtue and Wiſdom This alike implies, 
And bleſt muſt be the Virtuous and the Wiſe, 


Bliſs is ordain'd for All, ſince Heav'n intends, 


All Beings ſhould attain their deſtin'd Ends : 


K For 
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For this its fair Idea ſhines confeſt 

To ev'ry Mind, and glows in ev'ry Breaſt. 
Compar'd with this, all mortal Joys are vain ; 
Inſpir d by this, we reſtleſs onward ſtrain; 
High tho' we mount, the Object mounts more high, 
Eludes our Graſp, and mingles with the Sky. 
With nothing leſs th' aſpiring Soul's content, 
For nothing leſs her gen'rous Flame was meant ; 
Th' unerring Rule, which all our Steps ſhould guide, 
The certain Teſt, by which true Good is try'd ; 
Bleſt when we reach it, wretched while we TY 


Our Joys, our Sorrows prove, there muſt be Bl:ſs. 


Nor can this be ſome viſionary Dream, 
Where heated Fancy forms the flatt'ring Scheme ; 
There ſure is Bliſs : Elſe, why by all deſir d? 
What guileful Pow r has the mad Search inſpir'd? 


* 


Could 
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Could Accident produce in all the fame, 
Or a vain Shadow raiſe a real Flame ? 
When Nature, in the World's diſtended Space ; 
Or fill'd, or almoſt fill'd, each ſmaller Place; 
Careful in meaneſt Matter to produce 
Each fingle Motion ſor ſome certain Uſe ; 
Hard was the Lot of her firſt Fav'rite, Man, 
Faulty the Scheme of his contracted Span, 
If that alone muſt know an uſeleſs Void, 


And he feel Longings ne' er to be enjoy d. 


That only can produce conſummate Joy, 
Which equals all the Pow'rs it would employ : 
Such fitting Object to each Talent's giv'n, 
Nor Earth can fit what was deſign'd for Heavn. 
| ; Why then is Man with Gifts ſublimeſt fraught ? - 
An active Will, and comprehenſive Thought? 
For what is all this Waſte of mental Force? 


What ! for a Houſe, a Coach, a Dog, a Horſe ? 
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Has Nature's Lord inverted Nature's Plan ? 


Is Man now made-for what was made for Man ? 


There muſt be Pleaſures paſt the Reach of Senſe, 
Some nobler Source muſt Happineys diſpenſe : 
Reaſon, ariſe! and vindicate thy Claim, 

Flaſh on our Minds the Joy-infuſing Flame ; 

Pour forth the Fount of Light, whoſe endleſs Store 

Thought drinks infatiate, while it thirſts for more. 

And Thou, ſeraphic Flame! who couldſt inſpire 

The Prophet's Voice, and wrap his Soul in Fire; 

Ray of th' eternal Beam ! who canſt pervade 

The diſtant Paft, and Future's gloomy Shade; 

While trembling Reaſon tempts Heav'n's dazzling 
Height, 

Sublime her Force, and guide her dubious Flight ; 

Strengthen'd by thee, ſhe bears the ſtreaming Blaze, 

And drinks new Light from Truth's immortal Rays. 


Great 
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Great, only Evidence of Things divine ! 
By Thee reveal'd, the myſtick Wonders ſhine! 
What puzzled Sophiſts vainly would explore, 
What humbled Pride in ſilence muſt adore, 
What plainly mark'd in Heav'n's deliver'd Page, 
Makes the taught Hind more wiſe than Greece's 

Sage. 
Yet Reaſon proves thee in her low Degree, 


And owns thy Truths, from their Neceſſity. 


Conſpicuous now is Happineſs diſplay'd, 
"Tis in poſſeſſing Him for whom we're made. 
For he alone all human Bs completes, 

To Him alone th expanding Boſom beats; 
Who fills cach Faculty, each Pow'r can move, 
Exerts all Thought, and deep abſorbs all Love; 
Whoſe ceaſleſs Being Years would tell in vain, 


Whoſe Attributes immenſe all Bounds diſdain, 
No 
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No ſickly Taſtes the heav'nly Rapture cloys, 


No weary'd Senſes fink in whelming Joys ; 
While rais'd above low Matter's groſſer Frame, 


Pure Spirit blazes in His purer Flame. 


Such, STANHOPE, are the Bleſſings, that attend 
The Juſt, and Good, the Patriot, and the Friend ! 
Nor fuch alone in diſtant Proſpect chear, 

Ye taſte Heav'n's Joys anticipated here : 


Theſe in the ſmiling Cup of Pleaſure flow, 


Or, mingling, ſooth the bitter Stream of Woe ; 


Theſc pay the Loſs of Honours, and of Place, 


And teach that Guilt alone is true Diſgrace; 


Theſe with the glorious Exile chearful rove, 


And, far from Courts, freſh bloom in Cazsnu am's 


Grove. 


* 


Long 
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Long may ſuch Bliſs, by ſuch enjoy'd, atteſt, 
The greatly Virtuous are the greatly Bleſt: 
Enough there are amidſt yon gorgeous Train, 

Who, wretched, prove all other Joys are vain. 


So ſhines the Truth theſe humble Lines unfold, 
“Fair Virtue ever is unwiſely ſold.” 
Too mean a Price ſublimeſt Fortune brings, 
Too mean the Wealth, the Smiles, the Crowns of 
Kings : 
Far rais'd o'er theſe, ſhe makes our Bliſs ſecure ; 
The Preſent pleaſing, and the Future ſure. 
While proſp'rous Guilt a ſad Reverſe appears, 
And, in the taſtleſs Now, the Future fears. 
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